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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
TONIGHT 

SNOW 

This night my body is an offering — 

I am carried to you. 

Years I was near you 

And you were far. 

But tonight of all nights 

Was not the night 

To be parted. 

I would fain go forth 

And seek you, 

And sink down by you, 

As the flakes falling outside 

Sink into the cushioned ground. 

And that which is me 
Is also a field 
Glowing and boundless. 



PRESENCE 

You. Your presence. Why can I not dip into your presence 
as I dip into sleep, clasp it and bask in it? How hold 
it? How savour it? It is more than I wanted. And 
less. 
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Muriel Ciolkowska 

Now you have left — you, in whose presence I would steep, 
around whose presence I hover like a gull over the 
lake. And, ere I have tasted it, your presence is no 
more your presence. 

You have left. You have returned to me. Your presence 
no longer disturbs me from you. 

Muriel Ciolkowska 



OFF THE HIGHWAY 

Lilacs lift leaves of cool satin 
And blossoms of mother-of-pearl 
Against the tarnished silver of the deserted house. 
Tall, exquisite grasses fill the door-yard with spray. 
Through the sun-drenched fragrance drifts the hazy mono- 
tone of bees. 
Tints of opal and jade; the hush of emerald shadows, 
And a sense of the past as a living presence 
Distil a haunting wistful peace. 

Julia Weld Huntington 
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